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Once upon a time there was a little girl. She always wore a red riding
cloak. So everyone called her Little Red Riding Hood.

One day, Little Red Riding Hood craved her father’s famous cookies.
So she went to the kitchen and baked cookies with her father.
As soon as the cookies were out of the oven, a wonderful smell filled
the kitchen.
Little Red Riding Hood’s mother joined them and said, “You know your
grandmother is very fond of these cookies as well but she is very old and
ill now. She can’t come here. Go on, take them to her.”

Little Red Riding Hood’s mother and father
put the cookies in a basket and warned her:
“Always follow the forest path, and do not wander off.
You will see your grandmother’s house at the end of
the path.”

Little Red Riding Hood started off to her grandmother’s
house with the basket on her arm. As she walked on the forest
path, the smell of the freshly-baked cookies mixed with the
smell of daisies. She was cheerfully walking when she suddenly
heard a noise from far away. She listened carefully. To her, it
sounded like children screaming. Thinking they might be in
need of help, she started running towards the noise.
When she got closer
she realized that these
were actually screams of
joy coming from children
who were playing.

Five girls were running around the
forest singing and playing games.
When they saw Little Red Riding Hood,
they invited her to join their game.
So she set aside her cookie basket and
started playing with them.

They played hide-and-seek and sang. Little Red Riding
Hood occasionally checked her basket. You would not
believe what she saw while they were playing ball!
A huge brown wolf was sniffing her cookie basket.
Little Red Riding Hood
immediately ran up and
took the basket away
from the wolf.

“I’m sorry but I can’t
give you this,” she said.
“What’s in the basket? They smell
delicious, can’t I eat these?”
asked the wolf.
“These are the cookies we baked with
my father. I promised that I would
take all of them to my grandmother
who lives at the end of the forest path.”
Once the wolf realized that
he could not have the cookies,
he walked away.

As the sun was about to set, Little Red Riding Hood
was suddenly alarmed, “Oh no! I have lingered
for too long. I should take the cookies to my
grandmother. I must not have left the forest path.”

The girls said, “We’ll take you, we know all the roads
around here.” And they all started off together.
When they arrived at her grandmother’s house,
they all said goodbye and parted ways.

Little Red Riding Hood opened the door and went in.
The wolf was lying in the bed, wearing her
grandmother’s nightgown, cap, and glasses.
He had closed the curtains
so that it would be dark
inside and the girl
would not be able
to recognize
him.

“Thank you for coming all this
way to bring me food my dear,”
he said trying to sound like
grandmother.
Little Red Riding Hood did not
get too close to the bed because
she had recognized the wolf.
She quickly came up with a plan.
She decided to ask the wolf
trick questions that would
unmask him.

“Why are your arms so long, grandmother?” she asked.
“To hug you better, of course,” replied the wolf.
“And why are your ears so big?”
“To hear you better, of course.”
“And why are your eyes so big?”
“To see you better, of course.”
“And grandmother, why are your teeth so sharp?”
“To eat the cookies better, of course!” said the wolf,
jumping out of the bed and onto the basket the girl
was holding.
Little Red Riding Hood started to scream.
“Heeeeeelp!”

Since the girls were not too far away yet, they heard her.
And they came back running to help their friend.
They looked through the window. When they saw Little Red Riding
Hood tugging from one end of the basket with the wolf tugging from
the other, they said,
“Come on, let’s save Little Red Riding Hood from the wolf,”
and went in. They surrounded the wolf.
One of the girls touched the wolf’s back and asked,
“Do you know which is the highest mountain in the world?”

The wolf turned to her in surprise.
“Mount Everest,” the other girl cried and touched the wolf’s back.
The wolf turned towards her this time.
“And where do the penguins live?” asked another.
The wolf turned his head to where the question
came from and stopped, not knowing the answer.
“At the South Pole,” they all shouted in unison.
The youngest girl touched the wolf and asked:
“And did you know that kangaroos carry their
babies in their pouches?”
The wolf finally collapsed, tired of the
questions he did not know the answers
to, of the girls touching him and running
away and of spinning around.

“Tell me now, what you did to my grandmother,” said Little Red Riding Hood.
“I just wanted the cookies. I have been hungry for days. I have done nothing to
your grandmother, she is sitting in the cellar below. When you told me that you
were going to bring your basket here, I came here before you and dressed like
her. I pulled this trick to eat the cookies,” the wolf confessed in a sad voice.

Little Red Riding Hood went down to the cellar,
found her grandmother, and hugged her. They came back to the room.
Little Red Riding Hood turned to the wolf,
“I wish you had told me you were hungry when we first came across in the forest.
I would definitely have shared my cookies with you. I thought that you wanted
them out of greed,” she said. Taking the basket, she distributed the cookies to
everyone.
And she gave most to the wolf. Once everyone was full,
they set out to go home.
Little Red Riding Hood promised to bring some to her
playmates and the wolf every time they made these
cookies with her father.

